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Dona  Nobis  Paccm 

Canon  For  Equal  Voices 


Hold  High  the  Torch 

Miriam  15.  Elliott  Eugenia  T.  Davenport 

.  Adapted 
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Stand  read -y  as  the  found- ers  did  of  yore  To 
To  pledge  our  hearts  and  hands  and  minds  to  -day  To 
A  -  bove  you  Freedoms  glorious  flag  be  furled !  But 
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Ho!  For  Carolina 


Dr.  Wm.  B.  Harrcll 
^federate 


Mre.W.ft.  HarreLl 
Adapt*-* 


Let  no  heart  in  sor  -  row  weep  for  oth-  er  days, 
Down  in  Car  -  o  -  ti  -  na  grows  the  loft-y  pine, 
Come  to  Car  -  o  -  ti  -  na  in  thesum-mer  time, 
AIL  her  girls  are  charm -  ing  7  grace -fut  too,  and  gay, 


Let    no  I  -  die  dream  -ers  tell  in  melt-ina,  lays, 
And  her  groves  and  for  -  ests  bear  the  scent-ed  vine, 
When  the  luscious  fruits  are  hang-ing  in  their  prime, 
Hap  -  py  as  the  blue  -  birds  in  "the  month  of  May ; 


Of   the  mer  -  ry  me 
Here  are  peace -fu  I  ho 
And  the  maid- ens  sir 
And  they  steal  your  hec 
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Ho!  For  Carolina  —  conti.' 


Ho!  for  Car -6  -  li  -  na,  that's  the  Land  tor  me. 
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And  her  bright-eyed  daughters  — none  can  fair- er  be; 
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Kookaourra 


Australian  'Round 


kooka-bur-ra  sits  on  an  old  gum  tree,  Mer-ry,mer-ry  king  of  th« 


_  yy-p  ■  -  m-  w 
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From  Yov«»  ros  a  Son*,  fry  jurmUsion  Janft  E.Toblt* 


The  Old  North  State 


William  Gaston 


Traditional  Atr>J9Ze 
Arr.  by  Mrs.  E.  E.  Randolph 


Car  -  o  -11  -  na!  Car-o-ll  -  na!  heav-ens  bless-Lngs 

The'  she  en -vies  not  oth -ers?  their  mer -it  - 
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joy  smile  be  -  fore   us,  ftaise  a- loud,  raise  to- 
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Atouette 


Frirtch  'Canadian 


A  -  lou-et-i^govtllle  A-lou-et-te,  A-tou-et-te, 


je  ie  plu-me-rai.     i.  Je  te  plu-me-rai  latete, 


Jc  tc  plu-mc-rai  La  tctcj  Et  latete,!^  latcte,  Oh, 

a.  U>  bee  Lc  dos  6.  Lc  ecu 

3.  Le  nez  5.  Les  patted 


Where  1 5  cJohn 

Where  is  John?The  old  anqy  hen  has  left  her  pen;Oh,where  is 
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e>ohn?The  cows  are  hi  the  corn  a-aain,Oh,  John!. 
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mernca 


Samuel 

4 


My  coun  -  try,  'Us  of .  thee,  Sweet  land  of  Lib  -  er-ty, 
My  na  -  tlvc  coun  -try  thee,  Land  of  the  no-  ble  free, 
Let  mu-slo  swell  the  breeze  And  ring  thruallthe  trees, 
Our  fa-ther's  <3od,  toThee,  Au-thor  of  lib  -  er-ty, 
Fa-thcr  of  ev  -Vy  race,  Giv-cr  of  ev-'ry  6race, 


Of  thee  1  sing;  Land  where  my  fa-thers  died, 
Thy  name  I  love;  I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Sweet  free-doms  song;  Let  mor-tal  tongues  a- wake, 
To  Thee  we  sit  igf  Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
Hear  us,  we  pray!    Let  ev-'ry,land  be  free; 


Land  of  the  Pit -grims' pride,  From  ev-Yy 
Thy  woods  and  tern- pled  hills,    My  heart  with 
Let  all  that  breathe  par- take,  Let  rocks  their 
With  free-doms  ho  -  ly  light )    Pro  -  tect  us 
May  all  men  broth  -  ers  be,      All  na  -  tions 


mm  r  r  i  ^ 


moun -tain -side   Let  free-dom  ring. 
rap  -ture  thrills  Like  that  a-  bove. 
si  -  Lence  break,  The  sound  pro -long, 
by    Thy    might,  <3reat  6od,  our  King, 
hon  -  or   Thee    Now  and  for  aye.    A -men. 


last  stanza  by  Vr.  Herman  H.  Home 
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America  the  Beautiful 

Katharine  lee  Bote*  Samuel  A.Watti 
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Who  more  than  self  thetrCbun-try  loved,  Andmer-cv  more  than  life. 
Thine  aUa-bas-ter  cit-tes  gleam  Un-dimH  by  hu-mantears. 


A-mer-t-ca!  A-mer-i-ca!  God  shedH is  grace  on  thee,  And 
A-mer-i-ea!  A-mer-i-ca!  God  mend  thine  ev-Yy  flaw,  Con- 
A-mcr-t'ca!  A-mer-i-ca!  May  God  thy  gold  re -fine,  Till 
A-mer- i-ca!  A-mer-i-ca!  Sod  shed-His  grace  on  thee,  And 
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LUyd  Stone 


Song  of  Peace 

FlNLANDIA 


«Wrt  Sibelius 
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Dear  Lord  and  Father 

Rf.jT    OS?  WHITTItR 

JoKn  G.  Wfttttier,  Frederick  C.  Maker, 


Pear  Lord  and  Father  of  man-kind^  For-givc  our  fcv-Vish 


wayside-clothe  us  in  our  rightful  mind^  In  pur-cr  ItvcsThy 


scr-vke  find^In  deep  ■  cr  rgv  ■rence^pvahe.  A -men. 


2.  In  simple  trust  like  theirs  who  heard, 
Beside  the  Syrian  sea, 

The  gracious  calling  of  the  Lord, 
Let  us,  like  them,  without  a  word. 
Rise  up  and  follow  Thee. 

3.  O  Sabbath  rest  by  Galilee! 
O  calm  of  hills  above, 

Where  Jesus  knelt  to  share  with  thee 
The  silence  of  eternity 
Interpreted  by  love. 

4.  Drop  Thy  still  dews  of  quietness, 
Till  all  our  strivings  cease; 

Take  from  our  souls  the  strain  and  stress, 
And  let  our  ordered  lives  confess 
The  beauty  of  Thy  peace. 

5.  Breathe  through  the  heats  of  our  desire, 
Thy  coolness  and  Thy  balm; 

Let  sense  be  dumb,  let  flesh  retire; 

Speak  through  the  earthquake,  wind,  and  fire, 

O  still,  small  voice  of  calm. 

John  G.  Whittier,  1872 
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For  the  Beauty  of  the  Earth 


tp  5.  Picrpont,  1864 


Arr  from 
Conrad.  Cocher,  1838 


# 


For  the  beau-ty  of  the  earth,  For  the  beau-ty 
For  the  wpn-dcr  of  each  hour,  Of  the  day  and 
For  the  joy  of  hu- man  love,  Broth-crjsts-ter, 
For  Thy  Church  that  ev  -  er  -  more  L  If  t  -  eth  ho  -  ly 


m 


of  the  skies;  For  the  love  which  from  our  birth 

of  the  night,  Hill  and  vale  and  tree  and  flower, 

par- ent,  child;  Friends  on  earth,  and  friends  a-bove^ 

hands  a-bove,  Off -ring  up  on  ev-Yy  shore 


r-r 

O  -  ver  and  a-roavtd  us  lies,  Lord  of  all,  to  Thee  we  raise 
Sun  andmoort  and  stars  of  light; 
For  all  gen -tie  thoughts  and  mild., 
Her  pure  sac-ri-flce'  of  love; 
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FAITH  OF  OUR  FATHERS 


Tune:  ST.  CATHERINE 

1.  Faith  of  our  fathers!  Living  still 

In  spite  of  dungeon,  fire,  and  sword, 
Oh,  how  our  hearts  beat  high  with  joy 
Whene'er  we  hear  that  glorious  word! 
Faith  of  our  fathers,  holy  faith! 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death. 

2.  Faith  of  our  fathers!  We  will  strive 
To  win  all  nations  unto  thee, 

And  through  the  truth  that  comes  from  God 
Mankind  shall  then  be  truly  free. 
Faith  of  our  fathers,  holy  faith! 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death. 

3.  Faith  of  our  fathers!  We  will  love 
Both  friend  and  foe  in  all  our  strife, 
And  preach  thee,  too,  as  love  knows  how 
By  kindly  words  and  virtuous  life; 

Faith  of  our  fathers,  holy  faith! 
We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death. 

Frederick  W.  Faber 


LOVE'S  OLD  SWEET  SONG 

4/4  Key  F 

Once  in  the  dear,  dead  days  beyond  recall, 
When  on  the  world  the  mists  began  to  fall, 
Out  of  the  dreams  that  rose  in  happy  throng, 
Low  to  our  hearts  Love  sang  an  old  sweeet  song; 
And  in  the  dusk  where  fell  the  firelight  gleam, 
Softly  it  wove  itself  into  our  dream. 

Chorus 

Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low, 
And  the  flickering  shadows  softly  come  and  go; 
Tho'  the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long, 
Still  to  us  at  twilight  comes  Love's  old  song, 
Comes  Love's  old  sweet  song. 

2 

Even  today  we  hear  Love's  song  of  yore, 
Deep  in  our  hearts  it  dwells  forevermore, 
Footsteps  may  falter,  weary  grow  the  way, 
Still  we  can  hear  it  at  the  close  of  day; 
So  till  the  end  when  life's  dim  shadows  fall, 
Love  will  be  found  the  sweetest  song  of  all. 

G.  Clifton  Bingham 
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O  Master  Let  Me  Walk 

Washington  Gladden 


MARY  TO  N 
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Help  me  the  slow  of  heart  to  move 
By  some  clear,  winning  word  of  love; 
Teach  me  the  wayward  feet  to  stay, 
And  guide  them  in  the  homeward  way. 

3 

Teach  me  Thy  patience;  still  with  Thee, 
In  closer,  dearer  company, 
In  work  that  keeps  faith  sweet  and  strong, 
In  trust  that  triumphs  over  wrong. 

4 

In  hope  that  sends  a  shining  ray 
Far  down  the  future's  broadening  way; 
In  peace  that  only  Thou  canst  give, 
With  Thee,  O  Master,  let  me  livel 
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All  Thru  the  Night 


Oelrtog  Hughes 


Wei* 

Arc  by  A.O.Z. 


Sleep,  my  child,  and  peace  attend  thee  a,,  ii  ,  ^ 
White  the  moon  her  watch  is  keeping  Aa  thwthc 
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Swinq  Low  Swc«t  Chariot 

Negro  Spiritual 

m/>  Solo  m/"  Cmorus 


Swincj  low,  sweet  char'i-ot;Com-m'fortocar-ry  me  home! 


Solo  Chorus 


Swing  low, sweet  char- i-ot,  Com-'irtforio  car-ry  tne  home. 


Solo  . 


I  looked  o-ver  Jor- dan,  an' what  did  I  seejl 
,t  If   you  get_  there     be  -  fore        I    do, — 

Pm  some  -times  up  an'_  some  -  times  down,. 
1*-  7 


Chorus 


>t/*  Solo 


'A  band  of  an  -  gels 
Com-m'fof  to  car-ry  me  home!  Jes'  tell  my  frens  that 


But  still  my  soul  feeb 
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IVc  Got  a  Shoes 


I've  gota  shoes,you  ve gotashocs,  All  of  Gods  chtl-dr<?n^ot  a 


JEW  g.sM:*1 


shoes,  When  1  get  to  heav-cn,goin  to  put  on  my  shoes,Goin1to 

"REFRAINl 


walkall  o-ver  Gods  heav-n.   Heav-n,  heav-Yt, 


Ev-ry-bod-y  talk-in' *bout  heav-h  dint  go-in* there,  Heav-n 


heav-Yt,        Gotn'  to  shout  alio-  vcr  God's  heav-Yt. 

£nding  /br/crs&^s&anza,  Repeat pindosi 

Heav-Yt.    <3oinio  shout  all  o-ver  God's  heav-n. 

2.  I've  got  a  robe, . . .  <3oin' to  shout  all  over. .. 

3.  I've  got  a  wings,... GouV  to  fly  all  over. .. 
A>.  I've  got  a  crown,. .  .<3ohV  to  shout  all  over. 


Sing  Your  Way  Home 

<3  G  X>7 


Sing  your  way  home  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

m  -Dr.  i      g,      c  e  & 


Stng  your  way  home, drive  the  shadows  a-way.  Smile  ev-ry 

G        ,     ,  G7      .  C_  C 


mile,  for  wher-ev-er  you  roam  It  will  bright-en  your 


Afl  G 

G 

P.        ,  j^D 

,0>  /O 

C 

5/^ 

road,  Stwill  light-enyour  load,  If  you  sing  your  way  home. 
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Standing  In  the  Need  of  Prayer 

Arr.  by  Olive  J.  William* 

p'.Vi-v..  ^'j  nm 

It  6- a  me,      its-arncALord,  stand -inq  in  the  need  of 
prayer.  Its-amc,    itsKimc,0,i^rd,stand'irto:in  the  need  of 

ttCriMg  Ji,jJhrJ'jJi|.'l  J>  ji 

prayer.  i.Not  my  broth-  cr,  not  my  sis  -tcr,  but  -  a  mc.,0,  Lord, 

g  |  i  j  |        -         i  = 


Cmoru*  . 

i          Leader  L  I 

stand  ing  in  tk 

z need  < 

ill 

>f  prayer.  Not  my  broth-en  riot  my 

k    I  Chorus 

sis -tcr,  but- am 

e,0,  Lord,  stai 

id-incj  in  the  need  of  pr 

*~  iTi  t~  ^  f~  ir 

• 

ay 

er. 

2.  Mot  my  father,  not  my  mother, . . . 

3.  Not  my  preacher,  not  my  teacher, . . . 
Jfc  Not  my  deacon,  not  my  elder, . . . 


Note:  Tn«  Cmorv>6  way  hum  last  chc-rd  of  cWu»  wViiU  leader  »in^r> 
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Nelly  Bly 


Stephen  C.  Foster 


Apr.  for  Miied  Choru* 
by  Dan  E.  Vomholt 


,  ft    E  r- 

V7*.tf  *  »  » 

(  NeUySly, 
(  Poke  the  woodn 
J  NeUy  Bly 
(When  she  walKss 

Ncl-ly  Bly,  Bring  the  broom  c 
iy  la-dy  love  and  make  the  fire 
shuts  her  eye  When  she  goes  to 
lie  lifts  her  toot  andthen  she  puts 

i-  long,  Well 
burn,  And 
sleep,  And 
it  down,  And 

sweep  the  kitch- 
while.  1  take  rr 
when  shewak-er 
when  it  lighfe,th 

■     J.  * 

m  clean  rny  dear  and  have  a  lit-i 
ly  ban -jo  down  just  give  the  mus 
is  up  a-galn  her  eyes  be-gln 
wes  mu-sic  there  in  that  part  of  t 

le  song. ) 
latum.  5 
to  peep.  ) 
letown.  j 

2! 


S.C.F. 


Stephen  C.  Foster 
2 


l_cdmcto  Al-  a-bam-a  rwid  pmybanjo  onpmyknce.,  I'm. 


1: 

L           ^  I 

gwinc  to  Lou  -si -< 
sun  50  hot  1  fVc 

an  -  a,  rmy_  k 
zc  to  death,  Su- 

rue  love  f 
5an-na  d< 

or  to  s 
jrftyou 

ee  It_ 

-m- 

p 


12  1  Chorus      t  , 


fag 


.      .   .   .  .   ,  .  ,  ,  .  i 

cry.      Oh !  5  u  -  5<an-na,  oh, don1t  you  cry  ffor  mc,  For  hti 


,  .  J  ;I',M  J  J,J|I^^L 

gwine  to  Lou  5i  -  can  -  a   rwid  pmyban-jo  on  my  Unee 


FORMATION:  Single  circle,  by  partners,  all  facing  the 
center. 

ACTION:  ( 1 )  Ladies  walk  four  times  to  center,  and 
back  to  place.  (2)  Men  the  same.  (3)  Grand  right  and 
left.  Partners  join  right  hands  and  pass  each  other  by 
right  shoulders,  men  moving  counter-clockwise,  ladies  clock- 
wise. Continue  in  the  same  direction,  alternately  taking 
left  and  right  hands,  weaving  in  and  out.  Counting  origi- 
nal partner,  as  No.  1,  each  will  take  the  seventh  person 
he  meets  as  his  new  partner.  (4)  On  the  chorus,  each 
man  gets  a  new  partner,  and  joining  hands  in  skating 
position,  they  promenade  counter-clockwise.  Come  into 
a  single  circle  at  the  end,  and  repeat  as  often  as  desired- 
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cfeanie  with  th^  Light  Brown  Hair 

5.  C.  F.  Stephen  C  Foeter 


I  dream  ofeJea-nie  with  ibe  light  brown  hau^Borne,  like  a 
1  sigh  for  eJea~nic,  but  her  light  form  strayed  Br  fromthe 


va 
fond 

J    J  I  J.  |  J  ^  j   -  Jl 

-  por,  on  the  summer  air$  1  s< 
learts  'round  her  native  glade;Her  st 

jeher 
niles  1 

M 

trip 
lave 
■  f 

ping  wh< 
vanish'd  c 

zrethe 
mdher 

1  \ 

brk 
swe 

jht  streams  play, 
et  songs  flown, 

-J  •Hi 

Hap-p> 
Flit-tin 

f  as  the  dai 
g  like  the  drear 

-  s 

rtst' 

ics  that 
tat  have 

 r  p — 

\t^\ — 

dance  on  he 
cheered  us  or 

— »  *  1  r  » — *  1 

r  way.    Man  -y  were  the  wild  notes  her 
d  gone .    Now  the  nod-ding  wild  f  lowrs  may 
 r-m — m — •  •  m±  •— 

A>  E 

r — n 

met 
wit 

\.  _g_  zy  -* — ® — L— • — • — — •  if — r- 

*-  ry  voice  would  pout;  Man-y  were  the  blithe  birds  that 
i-er  on  the  shore   While  her  gcn-tle  fin- ger s  will 

i  ^  ■  .e  h  i  b  ■  f  f  i  lr  r- 

?•  r 

23 


Aunt  Dinah's  Quitting  Party 


r — k      n  n 

In  the  sky  thee 
On  my  arm  a 
On  my  tips  a 

rights 
soft  he 
whis-p 

indre$t-ed,Kestredl 
<2r  tr<2m-blcd-,Tnznvbla: 

nkihcpa 

L^hf  05"  0- 

ttit  it  da 
»•  ~£~  1! 

<zmc 

recti 
k-  g 

<ms 
\fo 

am*,1 
me; 

r  r  1  \ 

"  1  ' 

And'twasf 

r\>mAuntPi-nah,5 

^uitt-lnapanty  Iwassee-ingNel- 

tic 
m- 
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Come  to  the  Fair 

Helen  Taylor  Easthopc  Martlo 


The  sun  is  a-s 
Thefid-dlersar« 

•    J    J    J  l  J  1 

rttn-ing  to  welcome  the  day,  Heigh- 
play-ing  the  tune  that  you  know,  Heigh- 

J-  y  i  =J  J  J  =J   J  J 

ho!  Come  to  the 
ho!  Come  to  the  1 

m 

7air!  The  folk  are  all  sing- ing  so 
fair !  The  drums  are  all  beat-ing,  a- 

mcr-ry  and  gay,  Heigh-ho!  Come  to  the  fair!  All  the 
way  let  us  90,  Heigh-ho!Cornetothefair!ThereUlbe 


stalls  on  the  green  are  as  fine  as  can  be,  With  trin-kets  and 
rac-ing  and  chas-ing  from  morn-ing  fiunight,Andround-a-bouts 

a  tempo 


to -kens  so  pret-ty  to  see,  So  its  come,  then, 
turn-ing  to  left  and\o  right;  So  it's  come,  then, 


T7  * 

maid-ens  andme.n,To  the  fair  in  the  pride  of  the 
maid-ens  andmen,To  the  fair  in  the  pride  of  the 


—  0—  ■   • — w~ 

morn  -  ing .  So  deck  yourselves  out  in  your  f  in-est  ar- 
mom  -  ing .  So  lock  up  your  house,there'U  be  plen-ty  of 


ray,  With  a  Heigh-ho! 
fun,    And  Heigh- ho! 


Come  to  the  fair!.. 
Come  to  the  fair!_ 


Copyright,  \9£*,  by  Enoch  fcSons,  ltd.  Used,  by  permission- 
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Walking  at  Niqht 

•mf  ,      ,    t  ,  Czech  Folk  Seng 


Walk-ing  at  night  a-lona  the  mcad-cw  way,  Homefromthcaance  be- 
Ncar-tngthcwo^wchcatidthcnight'ln'gatc^Sw^t-ly  it  hdpdmt 
Man-y  the  stars  that  brtght-ly  shone  a-bove,  But  none  so  bright  as 


side  my  maid- en. gay.  Walk-ing  at  night  a -Una  the 
tell  my  beg-ging  tale.  Near-ingthe  wood  we  heard  the 
her  one  word  of  love.    Man-y  the  stars  that  bright-ly 


meadow  way,  Home  from  the  dance  be-side  my  maid-en  gay.  Hey! 
night-in-gale,  Sweet- ly  it  helpHme  tellmy  beg-ging  tale, 
shone  a-bove,  But  none  so  bright  as  her  one  word  of  love. 


Sto-do-la,sto-do-la;stodo-la  pum-pa,stodo-la  pum-pa,sto<do<la  pum-pa, 


Sto-do-la,siodo-ta,sto-do-!a  pum-pa,sto-do-la  pum-pa,pum,|>um,pum. 


fran^and  Arr.  by  A.D.Zanzuj.  From  SiwaiN*  Ame«ica  by  permission 
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O  Maeteli 

(Known  alio  as  Vreneli) 

Swiss 
Arr.  fcy  A.  D.  Z. 


"  O  Mae-te.-li,  O  Mae-te-U,  pw»y  tell  me,where'syour home?" 
"O  Mae-te-U,  O  Mae-te--li,pray  tell  roe,wheres  your  heart?^ 
"O  Mae-te-li.,0  Mae-te"4iyprayteUme,where's  your  head? 

«  My  ho 
"O  that' 
"Myh< 

me.it  isini 
'shesaia> 
ad  1  al-so 

■i-I-l *  *  * 

Jwiteenlandjltfe  made  of  wood  and  stone;My 
jave  a-way,  But  still  1  feet  it  smart?  O 
jave  a-way,  It's  with  my  heart^she  satd.aMy 

home  it  1$  in  5wtt-2er-Umd,  Its  made  of  wood  and  stoner 
that?shesaid;igave  a-way,  But  still  I  feel  smart!' 
head  I  al-  so  gave  a-way,  It's  with  my  heart'  she  said. 


Yo  ho  ho,  tra  la  la  la,  Yo  ho  ho,  tra  la  la  la,  Yo  ho 
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O    Maetell  -  continued 
ho,     if*      U      1a,     Vo  h«  hof      3    >A  i 


ho,  tra  la  la-  la,  V6  Ho  ho,  tra  la  la  la,>o  ho  ho,  tra  la  I* 

> 


la,\o  ho  ho,  tm,  la  la  la,  Yd*  ho  ho,  tm  la  la  la,*Yo  ho  hof 
> 


Jacob's  Ladder 


We  arc  climb- ing  cJa- cob's  lad-der,  Wc  arc 


cltmb-ing  J  a  -cob's  lad-der,  Wc  arc  climb-ina 


«Ja-cobs  lad~der,  SoUdlers  of  the  cross 


2 —  Every  round  goes  higher,  higher, 

Every  round  goes  higher,  higher, 
Every  round  goes  higher,  higher 
Soldiers  of  the  cross. 

3 —  Sinner,  do  you  love  my  Jesus?  .... 

A — If  you  love  Him,  why  not  serve  Him? 
5 — We  are  climbing  higher,  higher  .  .  .. 


Home  on  the  Range 


On7  give  me  a  home  where  the  buf-fa-lo  roam,Where  the 


deer  and  the  an-te-lope  play,  Where  scl-dom  is  heavdadis- 


1 


cour-ag-ing  word,  And  the  skies  are  not  cloud-y  all  day. 


Home,   home  on  the  range,        Where  the 


deer  and  the  an-te-lope  play,    Where  sel-dom  is  heard  adis 


cour-ag-ing  word,  And  the  skies  are  not  cloudy  all  day 


2.  How  often  at  night,  when  the  heavens  are  bright 
With  the  light  fvom  the  glittering  stars, 
Have  I  stood  there  amazed  and  asked  as  I  gazed, 
If  their  glory  exceeds  that  of  ours. 

0.  Where  the  air  is  so  pure  and  the  zephyrs  so  free, 
And  the  breezes  so  balmy  and  light, 
That  I  would  not  exchange  my  home  on  the  rang« 
For  all  of  the  cities  so  bright. 


Chairs  to  Mend 


"Round 


Chairs  to  nund,old  chairs  to  mend,Mack-cr-el,  fresh 


mack -er -el,  An-y  old  fags,  An-y  old  rags? 
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Old  Smoky 

Mo&raMy  6*6;  ti9Afly  American  Folk  Soncj 


On  top  of  oLiSmo-ky,  all  cov-ered  with  snow,   I 


2.  A  courting  is  pleasure  and  a  parting  is  grief, 
But  a  false-hearted  lover  is  worse  than  a  thief 

3.  A  thief  will  but  rob  you  of  all  that  you  save, 
But  a  false-hearted  lover  will  sendyo'u  to  grave. 

4.  Your  grave  will  decay  you  and  turn  you  to  dust; 
Not  a  boy  in  ten  thousand  a  poor  girl  can  trust. 

5.  It  s  raining,  it's  hailing,  the  moon  gives  no  light; 
My  horses  cani:  travel  this  dark  rood  tonight. 

G.Go  put  up  your  horses  and  give  them  some  hay, 
And  sit  down  beside  mc  as  long  as  you  stay. 

7-  My  horses  ain't  hungry,  they  won't  cat  your  hay$ 
I'm  headed  tor  Georg ia,  I'll  be  on  my  way. 

S. I'll  go  to  Old  Smoky,  the  mountain?  so  high. 
Where  the  wild  birds  and  turtle  doves  can  hear  my  sad  cry. 

Recorded  by  <?rcta  Biddlc  Kaylor  in  Knox  Ccv,Tcnn. 

Band  of  Brothers 

2 


As  a  bond  of  broth-ers  joined.,  one  in  heart  and 
3 


one  in  tnind,Veacz  and  safe-ty  we  shall  find, 
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J.  P. 


Jingle,  Bells 


J.'Pieppont 


l)ash-mg  thru  the  snow  In  a  one-horse  o-pen  sleiah  - 
\  day  or  two  a  -go    1  thought  1Htake  a  ride, Ami 
Now  the  ground  is  white,      Go  it  while youVeyoung,- 


Oer  the  fields  we  go,      Laugh -ing  all  the  way; — 
soon  Miss  Fan-ny  Bright  Ntas  seat -ed  by  my  side^ — The 
Take  the  girls  to  -night  And  sing  the  sletgh-ing  songj_  Just 


Sells  on  boh -tail  ruig,     Mak-ing  spir-'tts  brtght,Wbat 
horse  was  lean  and  lank,  Mis-for-tune  seemH his  lot,  He 
get   a  bob-tailed  naa;,  Two-for-ty  for  his  speed, Then 


fun  it  is  to  ride  and  sing  A  sleigh-ing  song  to-night ! 
got  in  -  to  a  drift -cd  bank,  And  we,  we  got  up  -  sot. 
hitch  him  to  an  o-pen  sleigh!  AndcracMVou'lltaUeihe  lead. 


*)in-gle,bells!c)in'gle,bells!4)tn-gleall  the  way!  Oh,whatfun  it  is 


to  ride  In  a  one-horse  o-pen  sleigh!_  one-horse  o-pen  sleigh! 


COMIN'  ROUND  THE  MOUNTAIN 

She'll  be  comin'  'round  the  mountain 

when  she  comes, 
She'll  be  comin'  'round  the  mountain 

when  she  comes, 
She'll   be  comin'  'round  the  mountain, 

She'll  be  comin'  'round  the  mountain, 

She'll  be  comin'  'round  the 

mountain  when  she  comes. 

2.  She'll  be  drivin'  six  white  horses  . 

3.  She'll  be  loaded  with  bright  angels  . 

4.  She  will  neither  rock  nod  totter  . 

5.  She  will  run  so  level  and  steady  . 

6.  She  will  take   us  to  the   portals  . 
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Down  in  the  Valley 

American  Folk  Song 

Down  in  the  val-ley;the  val-lcy  so  low,  Hang  your  head 
Ro-ses  love  sun- shine,  vio-Uts  love  dew,  An- gels  in 
Build  me  a  eas-tlc,  for-tyfeet  high.,    5o  I  can 

o-ven  hear  the  wind  blow.  Hear  the  wind  blow,dear,  hear  the  wind 
heav-en  knows  I  love  you; Knows  1  love  you,  dear,  knows  I  love 
see  him  as  he  rides  by;  As  he  rides  by,  dear,  As  he  rides 

blow.  Hang  your  head  o  -  vet;  hear  the  wind  blow, 
you,   An  -  gels  in  heav-en  knows  I  love  you. 
by;     5o   I  can  sec  him  as  he  xndes  by. 

If  you  don't  love  me,  love  whom  you  please, 

Throw  your  arm  around  me,  give  my  heart  ease. 

Give  my  heart  ease,  dear,  give  my  heart  ease; 
Throw  your  arm  around  me,  give  my  heart  ease. 

Write  me  a  letter  containing  these  lines, 

Answer  my  question,  will  you  be  mine? 
Will  you  be  mine  dear,  will  you  be  mine? 

Answer  my  question,  will  you  be  mine? 


Frcne  Jacques 


Son-ncz  /es  ma-ti-nes, T>!ngfdin,donfDing,din,c/onf 


Are\bu  Sleeping? 


Areyou  sUepitwjfBrother  «John,Mormng  bells  art,  rm0tr^Du^dinc|,clon$! 
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Day  1$  Done 

Taps 


—i  • 

Day  is  done,  Gone  the  sun,  From  thelake,Fromthe|ulls, 
Fad- ing  light  Pirns  the  sight,  And  a  star  G<zmsthyy, 


From  the  sky;  All  is  well,  Safe -ly  rest,  God  is  nigh. 
6lcam-ing  bright.  From  a-far,I>raw-ing  nigh, Falls  the  night. 


DOWN  BY  THE  OLD  MILL  STREAM 

Down  by  the  Old  Mill  Stream,  where  I  first  met  you 
With  your  eyes  of  blue,  dressed  in  gingham  too; 
It  was  there  I  knew,  that  you  loved  me  true; 
You  were  sixteen,  my  village  queen, 
Down  by  the  Old  Mill  Stream. 


CAMPTOWN  RACES 

Stephen  C.  Foster,  1850 

De  camptown  ladTes  §jB  dis  song,  Doo-dah!  doo-dah! 
De  camptown  race  tracTfive  miles  long,  Oh!  Doodah,  day! 
I  come  down  dah  wid  my  hat  caved  in,  doo-dah!  doo-dah! 
I  go  back  home  wid  a  pocket  full  of  tin,  Oh!  doo-dah,  day. 

CHORUS: 

Gwine  to  run  all  night! 

Gwine  to  run  all  day! 

I'll  bet  my  money  on  de  bob-tail  nag, 

Somebody  bet  on  de  bay! 

Old  muley  cow  come  onto  de  track,  Doo-dah!  doo-dah! 
De  bobtail  fling  her  ober  his  back,  Oh!  Doo-dah,  day! 
Den  fly  along  like«a  railroad  car,  Doo-dah!  doo-dah! 
Runnln'  a  race  wid  a  shootin'  star,  Oh!  Doo-dah  day!  (Cho.). 


